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This morning it was Freh who brought me at seven

a tiny kettle full of sweet tea and a piece of cold arbud.

He told me that Sudan was preparing Gaude and Ashwa

for departure to Mudawwara.

I found Sudan in the yard looking very woebegone,
with his red head-cloth awry, and his circlet hanging
down over his nose. In all, he said good-bye to me
three times. Then he mounted Gaude and trotted away
through the gate with the other two gindi who were
travelling with him to Mudawwara. As they moved
abreast down the slope to the north, he turned round in
his saddle and sadly waved good-bye. But soon after
he was out of sight I heard, echoing along the valley,
the joyous strains of his song:

"Eliad Eliad Eliadill yemma al Baidiye
Ya jorkh min fasalak lil helu sidriye
Tintain \vurden sawa \vinte khalawiye."

XX

\mman glittered in the moonlight. After I had eaten I
wandered through the narrow streets in the crisp even-
.ng air. I paused outside a coffee-house. The windows
were misty from the hot, smoky room, but I could see
inside. It was packed. Little tables were j ammed close
together, and every table was occupied by intent-
looking men. I peered farther. A game was in
progress at each table: cards, backgammon, chess or
dominoes. A powerful radio screeched music from
Cairo. Waiters squirmed from table to table. I looked
again at the players: their faces were pasty and flabby,